REMINISCENCES

classed Mr. Sexton, among Irish members.    William
O'Brien has a nature instinct with enthusiasm, gener-
osity, and patriotic passion.   A more single-minded and
unselfish man it would be impossible to find.    I wish I
could relate some anecdotes which I know to be true,
and which would show his utter disregard for all con-
siderations of personal gain or advancement at a time
when his whole life was but a hard struggle for the
means of living.    His eloquence is the eloquence of
deep feeling, of sensitiveness, and of a half-poetic imagi-
nation.    I have sometimes been so far carried away by
my literary training and tendencies as to wish that Wil-
liam O'Brien would give up more of his time to the
writing of historical novels, and would continue to make
the Ireland of Elizabeth's days live again for us, as he
has done already in his romance *A Queen of Men.'
But I feel well convinced that if there were a meeting
called in any part of Ireland, with the object of doing
anything that could lend a helping hand to the dis-
tressed among the  Irish tenantry,   William  O'Brien
would leave his most important chapter half finished
for an indefinite time, and travel night and day to put
himself and his eloquence at the service of his country-
men.   I read of him the other day as having been
ordered to take a short rest from political work and
speech-making of every kind, and I read of Mm as tak-
ing his holiday close by the site of what once were the
ruins of Carthage.    It seemed to me, somehow, a suit-
able place for so dreamy, poetic, impassioned, and fervid
a spirit to seek a short respite and relief from the tu-
mult of political organisation and the exhausting cares
of an Irish leader's life.

Michael Davitt is an Irish member who has in his
nature much of the national fervour and much of the
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